for arguing with me now, and for being a lazy
little slacker. And now get on with the washing
up till half-past, and if you break anything I'll
slay you.

[COPE tearfully goes to cupboard.
MILNER : And for God's sake don't snivel.

WOODLEY : There's a box of peppermint creams
on the second shelf. Second shelf, I said, you
idiot.

[COPE brings box of sweets. VINING gets velvet

rag from under settee^ polishes shoes.

MILNER : Chuck me one, Woodley.

[WOODLEY does so. AINGER reaches out and takes
one.

WOODLEY : Vlning ?

VINING : Peppermints? Lord no. Beer-fume
removers. That's all they are good for,

WOODLEY : Don't swank.

VINING (to COPE) : And what are you waiting

for?

COPE : Nothing, Vining. (CoPE goes.)

MILNER : By the way, isn't it Sunday we've all
got to tea with Simmy and his Missis ?

VINING : Hell, yes. I hate these bun worries.
Sitting round a drawing-room doing balancing
stunts and making polite conversation, with
Simmy being sarcastic about nothing and airing
his Oxford memories.
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